iitb January, 1928. (From the diary of Mary Charles.)
I haven't written in my diary for days, not since
the day after we sailed. Life on board ship is just
a long doze, broken by meals. I find it very difficult
to muster enough energy even to read a book.
There is something mesmeric about that vast
shining space stretching for miles all round, and
about the steady throb of the ship's screw as she
beats her way over it.
But to-day something has happened which has
touched me deeply. . . .
We saw, when we were coming on board in
Bombay, a stretcher being carried up the gangway,
but nobody ever said anything to us about an
invalid, and in the business of settling down, I
suppose, we did not think to make any enquiries.
Then the day before yesterday a cabin window
on the promenade deck was open, which had always
been shut before; and, walking aft, I saw her
propped up at the window of her cabin, the most
ghastly living person I have ever seen. She was a
skeleton. The skin, like shiny, yellow parchment,
was stretched taut over the bones, and from two
299